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THE ANNUAL ADDRESS OF THE MEN 


~! 


WHO DISTRIBUTE 


Che Sherborne Mercury, 
TO THEIR CUSTOMERS AND FRIENDS. 


ITope, thou hast told me lies, from day to day, 
For more than twenty years. Vile promiser !” 
Youne. 


_ - 


ILE promiser indeed! I thought, 
When murderous war a peace had bought, 

And all our fears were gone aud over, 
Contented we shonld live in clover ; 
Hope, pleasing dreams before me spread, 
And stretched her wings around my head; 
Bade me expect at quarter day 
Fach reader tor his news would pay ; 
That fortune, with a liberal hand, 
Would scatter guineas through the land ; 
With roses strew my path along, 
And give new spirit to my song: 
But she, instead of flowrets gay, 
Cumbers with ragged thorns the way! 
I wish some favourite of the Nine, 
Some bard, whose brilliant lays divine 
Iilume my little weckly treasure”, 
And fascinate the world with pleasure, 
Some CE:ipus of ready wit, 
Who can each riddle’s meaning hit, 


* Entertainer. 
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* The newsman alludes to two poems published lately by his acquainiance, 


THE WEEKLY ENTERTAINER. 


Or Sherborue’s poet, who so long 

Has bless'd us with his matchless song, 
Chanting sublime, in dulcet notes, 

Of woods and streamlets, castles, grotst ; 
Or he whose sacred lines impart 

The story of the Broken Heartt, r 
Would “ snatch the lyre,” and loudly sing 
By what mysterious reasoning, 

Peace, fairest goddess! nymph propitions ' 
The object of our dearest wishes, 

The poet’s theme, so lond and high, 

Might draw a seraph from the sky 

Peace, whose approach each nation blesses, 
Is deem’d the cause of our distresses! 

W ith feathered heel, and rapid wing, 

Ah! world the Mercury soon might bring 
Those tidings he diffused ere while, 

‘Then should you hear my voice a mile. 


O ladies! still to von belong 
The newsman’s thanks, the poet's song , 
‘Yo you your wandering bramal bard 
Wouid tell his feelings of regard ; 
In strains sincere, however rude, 
Express his sense of gratitade, 
Since every journey that he goes 
Adds to the ponderous debt be ewes. 
In frozen dew, that wraps the leaves, 
In pendant gems that deck the eaves, 
{ce,that in crystal bonds can keep 
‘The lnecid bosom of the deep, 
In drifted snows, your bard can see 
‘The emblems of your purity ; 
And Heaven within your tender breast 
Has soft benevolence imprest 
The gem that far more brightly shines 
‘Than jewels brought from Indian mines { 
How sweet compassion ’s holy sigh! 
The liquid grief in beauty’s eye! 


The cutting winds blow bitter cold 
QO, now the village poor behold, 
Their weal of roots, their scanty dsess, 
‘Their “ hoop’d and windowed raggedness, 
Coveying the fainting embers round, 
While chilling frosts congeal the ground, 
Nor need [point them out to you, 
Who have them eyer in your view : 


Blse a sad Christmas their's, I fear ; : 
For them would come uo happy year! j 
You feed, you comfort them, I know, ' 


Performing angel’s work below. 

When, for his last year’s Christmas tale, 
You taon’d your man of news with ale, 
And your good tords, for what he pen’d, 
Huge potent draughts thonght fit to send, 
And bede hun call, throughout the vear, 
Once every weck, to taste your cheer, 
You thought, delighted with his song, 
The ale would hasten him along : 

Aud so it does! for who, besides, 
Moves onwards with such rapid strides ? 
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As the light flame ascends above ; 

As bodies to their centye move ; 

As ocean’s restless waves obey 

The silver moon’s attractive sway ; 

As to the sea the rivers roll ; 

As turns the needie to the pole,— 
Your newsmens’ faithful steps and true 
With joy, each Monday, tura to you, 
Still to their patrons turn, nor fear 
"Though pealing thunders shake the sphere, 
To bring, in spite of keenest wind, 

The food that gratifics the mind. 

Thus bees to ambient fields repair, 

And cull rich sweets that flourish there, 
At eve retorn, by instinct wise, 

With cheerful hum, and honied thighs. 


And when, as red as any rese, 
Your newsman, whistling as he goes, 
The kindest welcome still foretelling, 
Reaches at length your honours’ dwelling, 
©, with what joy his bosom glows ! 
Vike lightning how the knocker goes! 
His budget, with important looks, 
He opes, and shews his news and books ; 
Med’cines for every ach he brings, 
Verfumery, and a thousand things: 
Then stands (his goods on table spread) 
With arms a-himbo while you read. 
Read !-—but of what? from shore to shore 
How commerce spreads her sails bo mere ? 
Depress'’d how agriculture lies, 
Ry taxes and unfavouring skies? 
Of mausions mouldering in decay, 
‘That mourn their owuers far away, 
Destin’d in foreigu climes to roam, 
Ju search of comforts lost at home? 


Our happiness, the wise have shewn, 
Is by comparison alone ; 
A strange malignaut comfort flows 
From kuowledge of another's woes ; 
Aud say, what realm beneath the sky 
But feels the hand of poverty? 
It Plutus, with his golden showers, 
Has left this luckless land of our’s, 
In what strange region does he dwell? 
Where make his solitary cel}? 
How vain to seek his secret cave 
Where Rhine or Danube rolls its wave! 
The Gaul, emaciated, thin, 
The bone protrading through his skin, 
The mighty Rugs, the gratl Mynheer, 
Have sought him many a weary year, 
Court we the deity’s return? 
To him let sacrifices burn ; 
To him a suppliant altar raise, 
And there let speculation blaze 
Taxation, that our spirit damps ; 
Throw on a hecatomb of stamps ; 
And let some wicked sprite and vile 
With useless patents light the pile : 
Then might the god, trom distant shores, 
Return, with all his glittering ores— 
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“ The thing itself,” the honest coin— 
Then might our compters ring again. 


Tis sad, as I my journey trace, 
To sce, in the once cheerful face, 
The mark of sorrow’s keenest wound, 
The heavy eye that seeks the ground, 
The tatter’d garb, the meagre look, 
The cheek that rosy health forsook. 
And I would say, (if wight like me, 
Dealer in news and minstrelsy, 
Impell'd by sympathy of heart, 
The words of comfort dare impart)— 
And would I say, reflect how vain 
Excess of pleasure or of pain. 
Does poverty create the sigh? 
Misfortune’s blast blow lond and high? 
Yon tree behold, its foliage gay 
By wint'ry tempests swept away, 
Where birds were wont to build their bower, 
Where blossom’d many a scented flower; 
‘The winds a melancholy song 
Now breathe its naked limbs among, 
Whence trozen tears descend in rain, 
Or in chill icicles remain : 
Soon spring shal! re-adorn the tree ; 
Soon shall arrive a spring for thee ; 
He that unbinds the frozen earth 
Can make thy sorrows turn to mirth ; 
Bid ripening suns, and April showers, 
Call forth May’s variegated flowers; 
sid copious fruit the orchards yield, 
Aad clothe with waving corn the field ; 
While commerce o’er the obedient seas 
Unfolds its canvas to the breeze. 


And though the bard of fiery brain" 
Of Hope's illusions dares complain, 
I'll woo the goddess as I stray 
* Over the hills and far away.” 
Tis Hope supports your newsman still, 
Invites his jonrney to fulfil ; 
Who will, he trusts, with kindest power, 
Sustain him io his last sad hour, 
Aud—all his earthly journies o’er 
Direct him to that better shore, 
Realms hid in darkness now, to share 
A fate beyond her influence there ! 
No phantom she, no airy sprite— 
She cheers my bosom while I write, 
And whispers that my next year’s rhymes 
Shall greet you in far happier times. 


* Young. 
AN ANECDOTE. 


T is a pleasing feature in the character of the 


late Earl 


Stanhope, that some time before his lordship’s death he 
had been much impressed with the adyantages resulting to the 
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public from Sunday Schools, and expressed a wish to see the 
children of one of these schools in his neig hbourhood, that he 
wight judge from personal knowledge of the truth of what 
was said. He accordingly appointed a day for the children to 
wait on him, which they did. Their numbers were one hun- 
dred and fifty. His lords ship, after secing the progress they 
had made, addressed thei respecting thet: conduct tn life, ar vd 
the necessity of cariying the insirections they received into 
practice, and ihen gave each of them a bun, a glass of wine, 
and a sixpence. 


FASHIONS FOR JANUARY. 
{From Ackermann’s Repository of Arts, Fashions, &c.] 
FULL DRESS. 


White soft satin slip, tastefully oroamented at botiom with 
a flounce of broad blond lace, and a light roll of white 
satin, sarmouated by a wreath of lilies composed of plain 
blond, anda second roll of satin. The stalks of the lilies are 
formed of white silk cord, and a row of the same, disposed in 
waves, is placed above the roll of satin. Nothing can be more 
beautiful than this trimming. ‘The gown, composed of spatted 
British vet, isan opeu robe, with a short train, which meets in 
front, but slopes gradually off towards the bottom, so as to dis- 
play the trimming of the slip. The robe is ornamented with 
a flounce of blond lace to correspond with the slip, and 
wreath of intermingled lilies and roses. ‘The sleeve is short 
and very full; a single dounce of blond is so disposed as to 
form an uncommonly pretty half-sleeve. The hair is brought 
up in a high tuft bebind, and the front hair combed back on 
each sjde so as to Cisplay the forehead; a part of it is disposed 
in loose ringlets, which fall carelessiy over the ears, which they 
partly shade. ‘The hair is oruamented by a single lily, placed 
ina bunch of fern. Neck-lace, ear-rings, bracelets, and arm-~ 
lets of ruby, intermixed with pearl, White kid gloves, and 
white satin slippers. Plain small ivory fan. 


PARISIAN HEAD-DRESSES,. 


No. 1. A plain straw bonnet, lined and trimmed with lilac. 
The crown of around shape, and a moderate height; the 
front is large, and ornamented with lilac ribbon; the crown is 
decorated at top and bottom to correspond, Lt is finished by 
a bunch of auriculas and lilac strings. 

No, 2. A morning cornette, composed of worked muslin ; 
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the lower part a mob, the crown round, made very full, and 
divided into compartments by drawings. ‘The top of the 
crown is edged with lace; the border corresponds. No ornas 
ment. 

No. 3. A black straw bonnet, of a similar shape to No. 1, 
bot lorger; it is lined and trimmed with green ribbon, so dis- 
posed as to form a wreath of ties with green ribbon. 

No. 4. Afaney straw bonnet, of a peculiarly elegant and 
novel shape; the front very large, bat the crown a moderate 
height. Iltis lined and trimmed with white, and ornamented 
with a profusion of white roses, 

No. 5. A cornetic, composed of tulle, the crown round, and 
made very high; the lower part a mob, cut in a different man- 
ner to any we liave seen; a row of straw-coloured ribbon is 
run iv next to the border: strings and bow to correspond. 

No. 6. A remarkably neat plain black straw morning bone 
net, trimmed and lined with purple, and ornamented with a 
single Chineastcr, 

No. 7. A very elegant promenade bonnet; the front com- 
posed of Leghorn, trimmed with a puffing of tulle; the crown, 
of wiite satin, is made rather full, and very bigh. The full- 
ness is confined at top by a white silk balf-handkerchief, edged 
with tulle, which ties it under the chin. Jt is ornamented with 
a bunch of Provence roses and fancy flowers. 

No. 8. A morning cornette, the upper part composed of 
worked, and the lower of plain muslin; the crown oval, with 
a full pufting of muslin up the middle. A Jace border, and 
white satin strings, 


——— 
[From La Belle Assemblee.} 


PARISIAN HOME COSTUME, 


Round dress of cambric muslin, finished from the border 
with a profusion of tucks nearly up to the waist: the body of 
the gown made high, with long sleeves tucked to correspond 
with the skirt. White straw bonnet, with plume of Jemon- 
coloured feathers and Brussels lace veil. ‘Triple ruff of Van- 
dyke lace; yellow satin girdle: gloves and slippers of pale 
tea-coloured kid. 


ENGLISIL CARRIAGE COSTUME. 


A velvet pelisse of a bright carmine red, superbly trimmed 
with ermine; the tops of the sleeves caught up a-la-Manche- 
ron, with rich military silk chain work, the colour of the pe- 
lisse. Russian hussar cap of ermine, ornamented with gold 
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military chain. Limerick gloves and half-boois, or shoes of 
kid, of a correspondent colour. 

The favourite colours for this month are carmine red, 
Burgundy, Nicolas blue, pearl grey, and American or forest- 
ers’ green. 





Arrival of Napoleon Buonaparte on Board the Bellerophon. 


{from a new Publication by Mr. Warden, the Surgeon of the North- 
umberland Man of War.] 


(Continued from Page 7.) 


At Sma. 
My peEAaR —, 


T is, certainly, not the first time that I have been induced 
to exclaim how strange and unexpected are the occur- 
rences of, life ; how frequently is the calm of to-day succeeded 
by the storm of to-morrow, and the ordinary course of aature 
interrupted by phenomena, which the philosopher himself is 
puzzled to explain! But the world of politics illustrates the 
doctrine of wonders as much as the operations of the eleinents. 
Nothing, I presume, could have been less probable to the view 
of Captain Maitland’s mind, when he was ordered on duty off 
Rochfort, than the voluntary surrender of the ex-emperor of 
France, and his suite, with bag and: baggage, on board the 
Bellerophon. ‘To have taken the ship on which be might have 
attempted to make his escape, was a natural expectation, as it 
would have been a probable event: but the manner in which 
such an extraordinary person submitted himself to his custody, 
must have takeu him, which could not have happeued in any 
other part of his duty, by surprise. Indeed, to compare small 
things with great, | cannot reconcile to my common notions of 
probability the subject of my present epistle, and that the let- 
ters which you would naturally expect to receive from me, in- 
stead of the common topics of a sea voyage, should contain 
an account of the conduct, and information respectiog the 
character of Napoieon Buonaparte, from the personal opportu- 
nities which my situation so unexpeciedly aflorded me. 

Such has been the attention which this eminent person his 
attracted, so great the daily croud of boats, and other vessels 
filled with curious spectators, (some of whom, it is confidently 
said, have come on purpose from remote parts of the country, 
and even from London,) to snatch such a glimpse of him as 
could be caught of him at the distance they were obliged to 
keep from the Bellerophon, on whose gangway he occasionally 
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alas; but only tohis appetites—he did seduce her from that 
“ sacred home,” to deeper guilt, to nore deliberate cruelty ! 
Afier a suspence comparatively happy, her parents became 
acquainted with her irrevocable ruin. The miserable mother, 
supported by the mere strength of desperation, rushed half 
phrenzied to the Castle, where Mr. ‘Townsend was on duty— 
* Give me back my child!’ was all she could articulate. The 
parental ruin struck the spoiler almost speechless. The few 
dreadiul words,* L have your child, withered upher heart with 
the horrid joy that death denied its mercy, that her daughter 
lived, but lived alas! to infamy—she could neither speak nor 
hear—she sunk down convulsed and powerless. As soon as 
she could recover to any thing of effort, naturally did she turn 
to the residence of Mr. Towusend—his orders had anticipated 
her—the centinel refused her entrance—she told ber sad nar- 
ration, she implored his pity—with the eloquence of grief, 
she asked him had he home, or wife, or children? £ Oh! holy 
Nature ! thou didst not plead in vain ! even the rude soldier’s 
heart relented. He admitted her by stealth, and she once 
more held within her arms the darling hope of many an 
anxious hour—duped—desolate—degraded, it was true—-but 
sull, but still her child. Gentlemen, if the parental heart can. 
wotsuppose what fellowed, how lutie adequate am [ to paint 
it! flome this wretched creature could not return; a sedus 
cer’s mandate aud a father’s anger equally torbade it. Bat she 
vave whatever consolation she was capable; she told the fatal 
tale of her undoing—the hopes, the promises, the studied 
specious aits that had seduced her; and with a desperate 
credulity still watched the light that, glimmering in the distant 
vista of ber love, mocked her with hope, and was to leave her 
tothe tempest. ‘To all the prophecies of maternal anguish 
she would still rep ily, £ Ob, no: in the eye of Heaven he is 
ny husband ; be took me from my home, my happiness, and 
you; but sull he pledged to me a soldier's honour; but he as- 
> sused me with a Chiristian’s conscience; for three long months 
1 beard bis vows of love ; he is honourable, and will not de- 
ceive; he is human, and cannotdesert me.’ Hear, Gentlemen, 
hear, | beseech you, how this ianocent confidence was returned. 
When ber indiguant father had resorted to Lord Forbes, the 
commander of the forces, and to the noble and learned head 
of this court, [Lord Norbury], both of whom received him 
with a sympawsy that did ‘them honour, Mr. ‘Townsend sent a 
brother ollicer to inform her she must quit lis residence, and 
take lodgings; in vain she remoustrated, in vain reminded him 
of he: former purity, aud the promises that betrayed it. She 
vas literally tusaed ou, at ui eltlall to find whatever refuge the 
God of the shekeriess m ight. provide for her! Dy ‘serted and 
disowned, how naturally did she turn to the once happy home, 
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whose inmates she had disgraced, whose protection she bad 
forfeited ! How natarally did she think the once familiar and 
once welcome avenues looked frowning as she passed—how na- 
turally did she linger like a reposeless spectre round the me- 
morials of ber living happiness. Her heart failed her—where 
a parent's smile had ever cheered ber, she could not face the 
elance of shame, or sorrow, or disduin—she returned to seek 
her seducer’s pity, even “tllthe morning. Good God! how can 
I disclose it—the very guard had orders to refuse her access 
—even by the rabble soldiery she was cast into the street 
amidst the night's dark horrors, the victim of ker own credu- 
lity, the outeast of another’s crime, to seal her guiliy woes with 
suicide, @ lead a living death amid the tainted sepulchres of a 
promiscuous prostitution! Far, far am [ from being sorry it 
wasso. Horrible beyond thought as is this aggravation, } 
ouly hear in it the voice of the Deity in thunder upon the 
crime. Yes, ves,it is the present God arming the vicious 
azent against the vice, and terrifying fiom its conception by 
the turpitude to which it may lead. Butwhat aggravation does 
seduction need! Vice is its essence, lust its end, hypocrisy its 
instrument, tanocence its victiows Must I detail its miseries ? 
Who depopulates the home of virtue, making the child 
an orphan, and the parent childless? Who wrests its 
crutch from the tottering helplessness of piteous age: Whe 
wrings its happiness from the heart of youth? Who shocks the 
vision of the publiceye? Who infects your very thorough- 
fares with disease, disgust, obscenity, and profaneness? Who 
pollutes the harmless sceues where modesty resorts for mirth, 
aud toil for recreation, with sights that stain the pure, and 
shock the sensitive: Are these the pliases of an intetesied 
advocacy? Is there one amongst you but has witnessed theic 
verification? Is there one amongst you so fortunate or seclude 
e!,as notto have wept over the wreck of health, and vouth, 
aud loveliness, and talent, the fatal trophies of the sedacet’s 
triumph? Some form, perhaps, where every grace was squan- 
dered, aud every beauty paused to waste its bloom, and every 
beam of mind and tone of melody poured their profusion 
upon the public wonder; ali that a parent’s prayer couldask, 
or lover’s adoration fancy ; in whom every pollution looked so 
lovely, that virtue wonld have made ker more than human! 
Istnere an epnhet too vile for such a spoiler? Is there a pus 
hishinent too severe for such depravity? [ know not upoa what 
complaisance this Englsh seducer may calculate from a jury 
of this country; | know not, iudeed, whether he may vot 
think he does your wives and daughters some honour by the r 
contamination. But L know well what reception be would ex 
perience from a jury of hisowncountry. I know that in saci 
general execration do they view this ciime, they think uo pos- 
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sible plea a palliation. No, not the mature age of the se. 
duced, not her previous protracted absence from ber parents, 
not a levity approaching almost to absolute guilt, net an in- 
discretion in the mother that bore every colour of connivance ; 
and in this opinion they have been supported by all the vene- 
rable authorities with whom age, integrity, and learning, have 
adorned the judgment-seat.” 


(To be concluded in our next.) 





A Picture of Christian Benevolence, pourtrayed in the 
Character, and by the Charities of Christina. 


(Concluded from Page 5.) 


HEN in London, Christina was accosted by Demas, 

one of the richest merchants the world ever beheld ; 
he was amazingly prosperous by sea and land ; he had amassed 
the wealth of both the Indies. Christina assured him that the 
haud of the Lord is extended over Great Britain, and that 
Heaven is deaf to the cries of this afilicted kingdom ; that 
wretchedness, poverty, desolation, and death walk every where 
before us; that he took advantage of the public misery, and 
turned the general poverty into a barbarous profit; that he 
completed the stripping of the unfortunate, by deriving indi- 
vidual profit from the tears and necessities of his brethren; 
that when his bowels of iron were filled, they would burst asunder, 
and prove to be their own punishment. She entreated him to 
give alms to the poor, and toemploy the unfortunate, who 
were increasing daily, and were become a multitude which no 
mon could number. Demas replied, that the multitude of the 
poor he considered us one of the greatest objections against 
charity. She wept over his unfeeling beart, and told him, 
that the very thought which ought to excite his charity extin- 
guished it ; and that the more the duty increased, the more 
cid he think himself exonerated from its practice ; and that 
he became cruel, by having too many opportunities of being 
charitable. He acknowledged it was more blessed to give than 
to receive; but who knows whether those to whom we give 
will make the best, or even a proper use of it? Ah! my 
friend, she replied, in what a lamentable plight should we be, 
if God, whom we are bound to imitate, were to deal with us 
according to these lessons of parsimony, or on the ground of 
equity? Do you always employ the bounties of his munifi 
cent hand to the ends for which they were bestowed ; and do 
you manage them so carefully, so faithfully, so conscientiously, 
and so economically, as you might and ought to do? Would 
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not you, and all of us, be divested of the capacities, the facul- 
ties, the goods of fortune, the privileges we possess, 1f God 
should-resolve to strip us of all that we do not constantly eur 
ploy to the best, or even that which we at times employ to evil 
purposes? And yet this kind and beneficent God leaves us 
these faculties, these capacities, these goods of fortune, and 
these talents; aad yet be gives us from day to day fresh tokens 
of his uuwearied munificence? Demas rode off with all the 
world in his heart and pocket, except sue single dollar which be 
gave to Christina, to dispose of to the poor in haifpence ; and 
this he considered as a very liberal contribution! But the cha- 
racter of Christina is very different in works of merey and 
compassion. She regards no happiness on earth worthy to be 
compared with the blessedvess of beneficence; for she gives 
freely, gives liberally, gives in pare and good intention, gives 
in a generous und engaging manner, gives as oue friend gives to 
anoiher, as a other gives to ber children, gives til the poor 
cry it is enough, ‘uil they are lost in astonishment, ‘ull their 
hearts are ready to bust, and their eyes are sutlused with tears 
of joy. 

Wiren at Dublin the other day, Christina entered unto cons 
versation with R. R. Weilbelowed. She stated to him tie mi- 
sery of the times, and ihe melancholy distreases of the poor. 
The good old man wept aloud, and rivers of tears ran down 
her cheeks for a cousiderable time; and when they could mwas- 
ter their feelings, be began to spcak, saying, Madam, it is not 
ny usual manuerto sound the wumpet, and declare what I duo; 
but from the peculiaility of your spirit and character, 1 will not 
hide from you: “ All the poor in Dublia are fed from my 
table, and Clothed atuny expeace; | have correspondents in va- 
tious parts of the waited kingdom, and in different parts of 
the world, who search for cases of distress in their respective 
neighbourhoods, woo recommend them to my assistance ; and 
I send relief answerable to their wants. To this charity | gave 
a buudred gaineas, to that tive hundred, to another a thousand, 
te anoiver ten thousand, to another tifty thousand, and gv on : 
here and there the same is repeated again and egain usder the 
name of “ A Friend,” and various other disguised signatures. 
This L have repeated for more than fifty vears. [E hope you 
willexcuse me from disclosing any more.” A certain friend 
told Ciristina, that to attempt avy thing like accuracy in the 
amount of Weilbeloved’s benefactions would be vain; none 
but himself, and He whose eyes are in every place bebolding 
the evil and the good, knew how much he disbursed. Durins 
her residence in Dublia Wellbeloved died. ‘The whole city 
and all the world are in mourning: and the poor were over- 
whelmed with yrief and sorrow. Christina attended the faneral 
to pay her last respects to his remains ; and not only the spa- 
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cious burial-ground was filled with spectators and mourners, 
but the very ‘walls and tops of the houses surrounding the area 

were covered with spectators. It is but justice to add, that 
the behaviour of this vast concourse of people was in the high- 
est degree decent, orderly, and respectful, and it was evident, 
that the poor considered it a favour to be permitted, in their 
turn, to approach the grave of their departed friend, and to 
drop the silent tear as a mark of their regard for a man whose 
whole life had been spent in doing good. She attended, pre- 
vions to her leaving Dublin, a general meeting of the principal 
inhabitants, convened by public advertisement, for the purpose 
of forming a charitable institation to perpetuate the memory 
of the late R. R. Wellbeloved ; it was called Wellbeloved’s 
Commemoration Society. Here she beard a string of the 
most benevolent resolutions, and seconded as she thought by 
angels and archangels who came down from Heaven for that 
purpose ; and to entertain the hall with celestial eloquence, and 
luspire it with transports of delight and joy. The spirit of the 
departed philanthropist, whose memory it met to commemo- 
rate, presided over the meeting, and harmonized the whole of 
its proceedings with sentiments of benevolence, unanimity, |i- 
berality, and Christian love. At the close of this meeting 
princely donations were given, aud annual general subscrip- 
tions entered into. 

Mercy and charity directed Christina to pay a visit to Bris- 
tol, where she waited on Lord and Lady Donor, represented | to 
them the melancholy state of the country ; the depression of 
agriculture, the stagnation of trade and commerce ; that the 
factories in silk and cotton were at a stand ; that there was no 
trade at Birmingham or Sheffield ; that there were no works 
going on in tin and iron, in the field and inthe shops that there 
were millions and millions out of employ, and starving for want 
of bread ; she said, this is what { will do, [ will employ several 
thousands of the poor labourers to pull down the old wall of 
my park and build a new one all around, and [ will give them 
half-a-crown per day; Iwill enrich the funds of every cha- 
ritabl- institution that | know of, and invent some new ones ; [ 
will appoint almonets to give away my charity with discretion 
and judgement, in order to promote jndividual and general 
good; for my beunty shall be liberal, ditfusive, and universal. 
Lord and Lady Donor observed, we will imitate your example 
tu the best of our ability ; and their example was followed by 
almost all the nobility in the kingdom; so that ail the poor 
were employed, and rendered as happy as the times would ad- 
mit. You see, said Ciristina to Lord and Lady Donor, the 
propelling isflauence of good example ; you want such a good 

man as Wellbeloved of Dublin at Bristol ; for thousands can 
testify that he was an ‘ ornament to human nature, an honour 
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to the city, the glory of the society to which he belonged, and 
a blessing to the empire and the world ? § When the ear heard 
him, it blessed him ; and whea the eye saw him, it gave wit- 
ness to him ; be was eyes to the blind, and feet to the Jame ; 
the cause which he knew not, he searched out; he made the 
widow’s heart to sing for joy ; and the blessings of the outcast 
orphan, ready to perish, came upon him.’ He said little, but 
he did much. Like his beloved master, he went about conti- 
nually doing good ; his benevolence was purified, strengthened, 
and animated by Christian principle ; it was steady, uniform, 
persevering, and celestial in its origin: he practised benevo- 
lence for the sake of the pleasure with which the practice of it 
was attended; he felt a luxury in doing good, and he was de- 
termined to enjoy that luxury by scattering blessings around 
him, until he resigned his meek aud genile spirit into the hands 
of his Redeemer, who inyoduced him iuto the regions of 
eternal day. By this small sketch of his character, Christina 
diffused a spirit of benevoleuce through the whole city of 
Bristol, the principal inhabitants assembled, entered into a co- 
venaut to enrich all institutions of compassion and charity, 
und to relieve every distress; the voung gentlemen were ex- 
cited toacts of mercy and liberality to the unfortunate ; butas 
for the young ladies at Bristol, when Christina had an interview 
with them, they were deeply impressed with her speeches, they 
were delighted with her character and spirit ; at one time they 
were struck with astonishment and ia profound silence; by 
gad by their tongues were let loose in strains of admiration and 
delight; now, they are dissolved in tears, then their eyes 
sparkle with joy; they exclaim,come letus go, aud do likewise ! 
Let us enter the abodes of the wretched, and examine into 
debts,and wants, and diseases; let us encountet loathsome 
sights, endure offensive sunells, behold death-bed scenes, and 
console the departing spirit; let us furnish employ for the 
healthy, supply the wants of the needy, ease the aching heart, 
assuage the sorrows of poverty, smooth the furrowed cheek, 
aod make the winter of age wear the aspect of spring. 
Christina undertook her intended journey round the world. 
On the i0th of September she embarked for the continent of 
Europe. Onther retura to England, she waited on the Duke 
and Duchess of Albion, and described to them the scenes 
which she had beheld of idolatry and superstition, of vice and 
immorality, of wretcheduess and misery: they mingled thei 
tears of auguish and distress, aud oliered their earnest prayers 
totleaven. She gave new life and energy to the Missionary 
and Bible Socicties ; she established Infirmaries, Dispensaries, 
Hospitals, Penitentiaries; Samayitan, Strangers’ Friend, and 
Prudent Man’s Friend Socicties,and other public charities, and 
endowed them with princely donations. Her example was fol- 
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Jowed by the Dake and Duchess of Albion, the royal family of 
Great Britain, the uvobility, gentry, commoners, and’all the 
people. 

When the kingdom shall be delivered up to the Father; and 
God be ail and in all, and before assembled worlds Christina be 
placed at the right hand of the Sovereign Judge, then He that 
sitreth upon the throne, in bis own glory, and in the glory of 
iris: Father, with all the angels of Heaven around him, will ad- 
dress ner, and say, “ Many dangliters rave done well; but thou 
excellest them all. Come, thou blessed of my Father, and ins 
herit the kingdom prepared for thee from betore the founda- 
tion of the world. For L was an hungered, and thou vavest 
me meat; L was thirsty, and thou gavest me drink; L was 
naked, and thou clothedst’ me; | was a stranger, and thou 
tookedst mein; | was sick and in prison, and thou visrtedst 
me.” Adorned with that humility and modesty for which ‘she 
was comspicuous in this vale of tears, she replies, “ Obi! my 
Lord, when saw I thee hungry, and thirsty, and nuked, «nd a 
stranger, and sick; and in prisun, and mymistered unto thee 2?” 
Then shall the hing say, * Por as mach as thou hast done it 
unto the least of these my brethren, thou bas done it unto me : 
enter thoa into the joy of thy Lord!” 


Bristol. T. JONES. 





ANECDOTE OF PRINCE BLUCHER. 


HE gallant Blucher was the idol of the whole army, and 

was the more hel up to their notice, as having been the 
constant mark of the persecating and vindictive spirit of Buo- 
naparte : he was ever adverse to the insidious schemesof France 
in peace as in war, and having refused to accept a command in 
one of hisexpeditions, the ignoble upstart had the meanuess to 
demand that Blucher should be dismissed from the post with 
which the king had rewarded his long-tried fidelity, ‘The af- 
fection borne him by the soldiery waseminently conspicuous in 
the late affairs: the same: rains that swelled the stream of ihe 
Katsbach had rendered the roads almost impassable, and some 
battalions, exhausted by the fatigue of their jong marches, 
halved, declaring themselves unable to proceed further. Blacher 
rode up to address them, “ Are you wearied, my children 7” 
said he, “ Are yeu drenched with rain? Are you pressed by 
hunger? And am not I, in my old age, subjected to all these 
sufferings alike withevery man amongst you! But the enemies 
of my king are in the land, end [ have sworn to take no resi— 
follow me.” They instantly rose as if his words had wrought 
a miracle on their jaded bedica: they continued their miarch 
without «murmur, ner rested “ill they reposed on the ficld of 


UT\. 


viel 
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Afonument to perpetuate the Memory of the late Lieute- 
nant-Colonel Gore. 


HE erection of this monument, which was undertaken by 

the desire, and at the expence of the late corps of Royal 
Bristol Volunteers, was a few days since completed, and torms 
no uninteresting feature among the many beautifal specimens 
of the art, which decorate the walls of the Bristol Cathedral. 
In this monument the artists have introduced the bust of the 
colonel, oa a medallion; over it is placed an urn, ea which is 
inscribed the date of his decease. Two men, decoraied as 
privates, are also introduced as representatives of the whole 
regiment. A grenadter, in a reclining attitude, is reading the 
words on the urn, in whose countenance affection! sympathy! 
and sorrow! is attempted to be depicted; and a light-infaatry 
man, likewise in a speaking attitude, is pointing to the bust. 
Beneath the group, on a pedestal, is written the following ap- 
propriate inscription, with the Bristol arms on ane side, aud 
the colonel’s arms on the other: the whole is relieved by a 
mantling of Ltalian dove marble, and confers great credit oa 
the arusts, Messrs. ‘Tylee and San: 


To the Memory of WILLIAM GORE, Esquire, 
formerly Major in the xxxittd Regiment of Foot, 
and engaged in active and honourable service 
during ten campaigns in America. 
In the revolutionary war with France, 
when the Royal Bristol Voluntecrs took up arms in MDCCKCVE, 
he was appointed Lientenant Colonel ef that Regiment; 
aud when it was revived, after a short interval of peace, 

again unanimously elected to the same command in mMpccctit. 
By his spirit and military knowledge he eminently conuibuted 

io its high reputation for skill and disgipline ; 

and having preserved it in harmopy and order, 

until finally disbanded in macecxiv, amid the triumplis of 
our country, 
he soon after clased an honourable hie, respected and lamented. 
This Monument was erected at the joint expence 
of the whole Regiment, Officers, Non-commissioned Oilicers, 
and Privates, 
a public and unanimous tesiimony of esteem for his character, 
as a Soldier, and a Geatheman. 





CC 


REFLECTION. 


4 VERY time you avvid doing wrong you increase your in- 


-4 clination teede that which ts right, and the pleasure of it. 
VOL. 37. k 














38 THE WEEKLY ENTERTAINER. 


Answer, by R. John, of Truro, to W. Isaac’s datagram, inserted June 3 





OUR riddle I read in order to find 
The fop whom aH treat with disdain ; 
And AU BK, when transpos’d, brought BEAU tomy mind, 
So this will your puzzle explain. 


4*t T. Phillips, of Truro, has also answered this anagram. 





Answer, by T, Harry, of Helston, to J. Tanner's Rebus, inserted September 9. 


She - river in France that you mean is the RHONE, 
Which beheaded aright 1s a cutler’s HONE; 
Behead it again, then ONE will appear ; 

ON’s the preposition I see very clear; 

Reverse it, and then you'll plainly discover 

NO's a word.of denial the universe over. 


*$* We have received the like answer from J. Davy, of Broadwinsor ; 
T. Whimsey, of Awliscombe; P O’Callaghan, Payhembury; F. Newland, 
Blackauton academy; J. Sansom, and 4. Lewis, of Poole; W. P. Swaffield, 
near Keg wrk ¥ ‘J: Jerwood, Poughill ; S. Alford, of Chawley; Fugenio, and 

‘Trood, of Iauntea; R. Gauehin of Langport ; and J. Reed, of 
Piyssoutb. 





Answer, by H. Grylls, of Helstone, to ¥. Jerwood’s Charade, inserted the 23d 
of September. 


HEN night’s grim shade succeeds the light of day, 
And sailors homeward p!ough their weary way, 
The friendly LIGHT-HOUSE cheers them in their tuil, 
And guides them safely to their native soil, 


*_* Similar answers’ have been received from W. P. Swafficld, near PB rid- 
rort; R. Lewis, and J, Sansom, of Poole; J. Davy, of Broadwinsor ; John 
Newland, Blackauton academy; T. Whimsey, Awliscombe; R. W.S. B. 
of Plymouth; R. Oxenham, of Langport, and R. John, of Truro 





CHARADE, 4y T. H. Madge, of Plymouth. 


Beam or bar my first pray see; 
My second warriors ought to be ; 
My whole of mother earth was born, 
And in men’s shoes is sometimes worn. 





REBUS, by Eugenio, of Taunton. 


7 FE youths so ingenious, you first must explain 
Two-thirds of the name of a monarch of Spain; 

An insect, my next, you will quickly declare, 
Tis a pattera of foresight, industry, and care; 
The rame of a man you must thirdly unfold, 
And take his initial—he was fam’d for my whole. 
‘Then lastly, a word you will bring to your mind 
Meaning viscous, glutinous—so Johnson defin’d, 
If rightly those parts you together unite, 
What in all is praiseworthy *twill bring to your sigh, ; 
Th e heart where ’tis found is deserving more fame 


wild 

















POETRY. 
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THE MIDNIGHT HOUR. 


Tt USH'D ev’ry-passion—anxious thoughts be stil! . 
Let things sublime th’ admiring bosom fill ; 
Kach low idea from the mind retire— 
To themes of wonder let the soul aspire, 
Contemplate uim, who form’d the starry frame, 
Whuose.arm, unseen, still guides, upholds the same; 
Contemplate h1M—the God, whose glorious pow’, 
Shines in the grandeur of the midnight hour, 


Emerging from yon hills, with silver light, 
Behold the moon! ordain’d to rule the nigit. 
Mild o’er the scene she casts her borrow’d ray, 
At her approach the smaller lights one 3 

The eastern clouds, ting’d with her radiance pale, 
Now hide her beams. Again the stars prevail, 
Millions of suns and worlds! What mortal voice 
Can sing like these! unceasing sing, Rejo‘ce! 
Man’s comprehension, genius, reason, skill, 

Sink lowly down before the praise they fill ; 

His soul’s capt fire may admiration raise, 

But heaven’s arch’d concave tunes eternal praise. 


Say ye, who to blind chance the whole impute, 
Have ye c’er thought on what you would contute 
Or, having thought—because you canact scan 
Perfection’s height !—the wonder- working plan! 
Disown a God! disown the pow’r divine, 

That made these orbs, and gave them light to shin 
The Great Supreme, that did to al! dispense 

His form and love, endow’d the suul with sense ; 
Hut, in his wisdom, bounded reason’s light, 

By error’s mazes, and impervious night : 

‘Then say not, man, because thou canst not name, 
How worlds were form’d, or how vpheld the same ; 
‘That no creative voice spoke forth the whole, 
Lighted the heav’n’s, and bade the planets roll! 
Yes, these attest a God, and as they shine, 
Proclaim, Omnipotence, Great Author! thine. 


Jehovah’s name, Oh let my soul adore! 

Confess the Almighty’s wisdom, strength, and pow’r ; 
Tall low before him, at whose awful word 

Farth’s fabric rose, and worlds on worlds appear’d, 

** He spake—twas done; commanded—it stvod fast’ 
Oh praise the Lord! Him, greatest, first, aud last! 


J. CHAPPLE. 


THE COBLER 


OWN a close street, whose darksome shops display 
Old clothes and iron on both sides the way ; 
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Loathsome and wretched, whence the eyein pain 
Averted turns, nor secks to view again; “ 
Where lowest dregs of human nature dwell, 

More luathsome than the rags and rust they sell; 
A pale mechanic rents an attie floor, 

By many a shatter’d stair you gain the door, 

* Lis one peer room, whose blacken’d walls are hung 
With dust that settled there when he was young. 
‘The rusty giate two massy bricks displays, 

To fill the sides, and make a frugal blaze. 

‘The door unhing’d, the window patch’d and broke, 
‘The panes obscur’d by half a century’s smoke. 
‘There stands the bench at which his life is spent ; 
Worn, graav’d, and bor’d, and worm-devour’d, and bent ; 
Where daily, undisturb’d by foes or friends, 

Tn one unvaried attitude he bends. 

His tools, long practia’d, seem to understand 

Scarce less their functions than his own right baad. 
With these he drives his crait with patient skill; 
Year after year would fad him at it sul). 

The noisy world around is changing ail, 

War follows peace, and kingdoms rise and fall ; 
France rages now, and Spain, and now a Turk, 
Now victory sounds—but there he sits at work! 

A ian might see him so, then bid adieu, 

Make a long vwyage to China or Peru; 

There traffic, settle, build; at length might come, 
Alter’d, and old, and weathér-beatcn home, 

Ard find him on the same square foot of Hoor 

On which he Jeft him twenty years beture : 

The self-same bench, and attitudc, and stvol, 

‘The same quick moveinent of his cunning tool ; 
The very distance ’twixt his knees and chin, 

As tho® he had but stept just out and in. 


MADRIGAL, 
[from the Spanish.] 


V HEN stars bedeck the azure sky, 
And shine the sparkling gems of nighr, 
Oh, lady! oft I wish to sigh, 
And wander near thy chamber light, 
Whase faintly glowing ray discloses 
“] he spot where innocence reposes 
And when the smiling moon-beams play 
In silver radiance on thy bower, 
In loneliness I pensive stray, 
To worship there its fairest flower ; 
And hope sc sweet a rose as thee, 
May ever bloom far one like me. 
Bur still thy image is the shrice 
Where all my musings fondly dwell, 
Yet strange this way ward heart of mine 
To thee can ne’er its feelings tell, 
And tho’ ’twould dare a host in fight, 
Is trembles ia a lady’s sight. 
‘Then happy be thy hour of rest, 
Tho’ hopeless still my heait must swell 
For one within whgse peati¢ breast, 
Resides each prace, [ love so well 5 
Tho’ chance my only dopm may be 
‘Lo love and to despair for thee. 


| 


